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In the deep slope*,

Jerked and jumped on it,

From up mountain peak

A storm of gravel stones and rocks,

Dropped on fox and hurried under.

What happened to little

Innocent beautiful creature?

Is it dead and hurried under?

Or the Fate turn up enough long life?

The promise into achievement.

To avoid an evfl creature,

One or more good lives loose,

But if not so, good and worthy men

Many more loose everday,

The grandpa planned well,

And executed in twilight,

To succeed and fulfil in errand.

Ib save the race and Nation.
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